Chapter Three

THE DERSINGHAMS AT HOME

BY the middle of the following week, there were
several changes at Twigg and Dersingham's. The
greatest change was in the atmosphere of the
place. Even if you had merely opened the outer door,
remaining on that side of the frosted glass partition,
you would have felt the difference at once. No doubt
the typewriters rattled and pinged^ the telephone bell
rang, voices came through, all in a new and bustling,
optimistic fashion. The very chair you were invited to
sit on, when you waited behind that partition, had been
dusted. Mrs. Cross had not found herself immune from
this new influence: she had given the general office a
thorough cleaning. There was no question now of any-
body not having enough work to do, Stanley still went
out, indeed he went out more than ever, but he was
compelled to speed up his "shaddering" methods and
was only able to follow men who were in a tremendous
hurry. Mr. Smeeth among his little figures was as busy
and happy as a monk at his manuscript. Turgis, whose
duty it was to see that goods were duly forwarded to and
from Twigg and Dersingham's, became both hoarse and
haughty down the telephone to all manner of forward-
ing agents, and spoke to railway goods clerks as if they
were strange and unwelcome dogs. Miss Matfield rattled
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